| Wanna Be Elected 


Author: Joolz82253 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich, Kirk Hammett, Rob Trujillo 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Nov 27 2004 13:21:51 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Disclaimer: This is not real, never happened and never will. It is a work of fiction from my mind to your eyes. | 


intend no harm and only want to entertain. 


Notes: This is a result of our national elections. In case you don't know, a fictive (or ficative, whichever you 
prefer) is a character that's created when we write. Each time a new fic is written, another fictive is born 


Just imagine how many are out there. If you're still not sure what I'm talking about, please feel free to ask! 
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"We're never gonna find a place to sit," Kirk whined to Rob as they stood together in the entranceway of the 


packed venue. 


"Don't worry, baby," Rob patted Kirk on the shoulder as he scanned the hall. "I'll find us seats." He slid his arm 


around Kirk's waist. "Come on Let me lead. And don't stray! Can't have you get lost now." He started to move 


forward but Kirk didn't budge from his spot. 


"Rob, | don't like this," Kirk said with a shake in his voice. "Can't we just go home? Forget about this? It's not 
that important." 


Rob turned to face Kirk and pulled him close. He stroked the back of Kirk's head as the guitarist buried his 
head in Rob's shoulder. 


"| promised you'd be safe and | meant it," Rob said soothingly. "No one's gonna to get to you." 


"Mmmphf," Kirk replied. 


"Darlin, lift your head. | can't understand you." 


But Kirk just stamped his foot and remained hidden. 


Rob sighed and tightened his hold of Kirk. He knew how Kirk felt; he himself was a little hesitant about making 
an appearance but that wasn't going to stop him. He wasn't going to miss this for the world. This opportunity 
to see everyone was too good to pass up. They had been nominated fer chrissake! 


It'll be fine. You'll see. I'm not gonna let you out of sight” Rob murmured into Kirk's ear. "Please, baby, do this 


for me?" 


"Mmmpht." 


"What? Talk to me, not my shoulder.” Rob pleaded. 


Kirk slowly lifted his head. 


Rob was surprised to see tears on Kirk's face. "Ah shit. This is too upsetting for you. Ok, let's go home." 


Kirk sniffed and shook his head. "No, I'm being silly. We'll stay. I'll be ok. | even wrote us a speech if we win" He 
swiped away the wetness from his face with his hand. "Let's find seats." 


"Sure?" Rob was not a man to make his lover uncomfortable - unlike some other people. Like people in this 


very hall. 


"Yeah." Kirk nodded. He grabbed Rob's hand and held tightly. "Lead on," he said with a grin 


Rob couldn't help notice it was an uneasy smile but it was a better reaction than he expected. 


"Just stay behind me." Rob instructed as they made their way through the sea of bodies. 


"No problem." Kirk said. "I'm not going solo in this bunch." 


Rob silently agreed. This crowd was worrisome. If they got separated and Kirk had a meltdown he wasn't sure 
he'd be able to rescue him. He'd just have to be extra vigilant and protect what was his. 


With Kirk stuck to Rob like glue, they made their way down the main aisle. Rob scanned for trouble and a place 


to sit while Kirk tried to ignore his surroundings. 


"Fuck! Why do they have to be here?" Kirk hissed. 


"Who?" Rob asked but didn't stop their progression. 


"Those two are nothing but trash," Kirk snorted. "Coke - do you know how much money goes up their noses? 
And always draped around each other. They don't care who sees them. You've seen the pictures. More makeup 


on him than on a Vogue model." 


"Whom are you talking about?" Rob replied absently. He had spied two seats and was intent on getting them 
there safely. 


"Shit! 


"What now?" Rob barked. Just be quiet till we get settled, he silently pleaded to Kirk | got enough of my own 
problems to handle right now. Some folks were staring at Kirk like he was a piece of candy. He didn't want to 
start something he wasn't sure he could win. Could he find allies in this bunch? 


"Man, smell that booze. | think I'm gonna be sick," Kirk gagged. 


"Could ya just hold on for another second or two?" Rob muttered through his teeth. "We're almost there." 


"Eeek! Rob?" 


Rob heard Kirk's squeak and felt their hands being wrenched apart. He quickly turned around only to see James 
holding Kirk in a death grip, his hands pawing at his body, his mouth on Kirk's. 


This was exactly was he was trying to avoid! Damn it, they should have stayed home. He should have listened 


to Kirk. But no, his curiosity got the better of him, just had to see what he had read. 


And of all the people to run into, it had to be this James - tall, lean, strong, longhaired, drunk and dangerous. 


Oh man, there was something about him.. 


"Get your hands him!" Rob bellowed as he jumped onto James' back, grabbed his hair and yanked. He didn't want 
to take any chances with punches yet, he was afraid he'd hit Kirk 


James snarled but let go of Kirk who managed to scuttle away into a crowd of other Kirks. Rob quickly let go 
of his hold on James but could see there was no escape route for himself. He had no choice but to stand and 


face him. 


"What the fuck?" James roared. "Who in the fucking hell are you?" 


"Bass. | play bass." Rob explained. Maybe if he just stayed calm.. 


"I" James thrust his finger into Rob's chest. "Don't care what the fuck you play. YOU had my boy! He's been 
hiding from me, the little shit" 


"I can see why," Rob said, backing up. "You treat him like trash.” 


James' hands clenched in fists and his face grew red with anger. "My business, keep the fuck out of it!" 


"No problem. l'm outta here." Rob declared but James was too crazed to be reasonable. The blonde covered the 


distance between them, drew his fist back but at the last minute was thwarted by a group of Gios. 


"Run like hell and don't look back," A Gio ordered. "Don't know how long we can hold him. He's got his own 
reinforcements on the way." 


Rob looked around and saw at least five fighter James' mowing down everyone in sight, all with murder on 


their minds. 


"Gol" The Gios chorused before they were overrun with Mighty Hetfields. 


Rob sprinted out of the venue only to hear a few Lars’ over the PA. "We'd like to take the vote now. Can 


everyone take seats?" 


Fat chance thats gonna happen! Rob thought to himself as he looked for Kirk. Well - the correct Kirk. There 
were plenty of them heading into another enormous room along with single Lars, James, Jasons, and even a 
few of himself. He surely didn't want to go home with one of those! This was turning out to be a fucking 
nightmare. 


Assured that no one was following him, he stopped running and leaned against a wall to catch his breath. Out 


of the corner of his eye, he saw a Kirk edging his way slowly toward him. 


"Rob?" Kirk asked timidly. "That you?" 


Rob shook his head. "It's me. But am | the one that goes with you?" 


Kirk stopped a few feet in front of Rob. "Don't know. Let me ask you a few questions. Its the only way to 
really find out.” 


"Ask away then" 


"Ok. Why are we here?" 


"Because we were nominated as Best Couple." 


"We didn't come as singles?" 


"No man, a couple." 


"All right. We may be headed in the right direction" Kirk thought for a second. "What are we doing now?" 


"You nuts? We're standing here amidst a sea of ourselves." 


"I know that," Kirk said patiently. "But besides that." 


"We're on tour." 


"Yes! Good. Um, ok, what year is this?" 


"2004" 


"Excellent! Where do we live?" 


"On the bus, in a hotel. |, um, we don't have a place yet. Do we?" 


Kirk paled. "I don't know." 


Rob pushed himself off the wall and hurried to Kirk. "Hey, you don't look so good. Let's get out of here." 


"But. 


"But what?” 


"What if we're not the right ones? Who's our author? What have we done together?" Kirk cried. "| don't know 
what will happen to ourselves if we stay together!" 


"Hush now." Rob put his arms around Kirk. "Don't fret so. This will get sorted out" 


"| don't knowl" 


"Lets get something to eat and we'll talk about it some more. Ok?" 


Kirk nodded. He was tired and needed to get out of this place. "Ok" 


They walked out of the building but were stopped by the sight facing them. An ocean of vehicles sat silent - 


cars, trucks, motorcycles, buses - all patiently waiting for their drivers. 


"How did we get here?" Rob whispered in awe, tinged with a little fear. 


"Fuck! | have no ideal" 


"Check your pockets for keys!" Rob told Kirk as he dug deep in his. 


"Got one!" Kirk said in triumph, holding up a key. 


“Terrific! What's it to?" Rob was happy but just for a moment because he pulled a key out of his pocket as 
well. He turned to Kirk. "Who drove?" 


Kirk looked like he was going to burst into tears. "| don't know!" 


"Uh, sorry to bother you.." a voice broke in. 


Both Rob and Kirk looked up and saw a James and Lars standing together. 


"Don't mean to interrupt but can you tell us what year this is?" James asked them as he held Lars who was 


clearly on the verge of hysteria 


"2004." Rob answered and Kirk nodded in agreement. 


James gave a sigh of relief. "Great. Thanks." He gave Lars a hug. "See, babe, told you we're on the right track." 
He turned his attention back to the two. "We've been meeting up with Robs and Kirks but they're not in the 
same time as us." He looked back at the venue. "A little part of me wishes | could be one of my former selves. 


Too wasted to care about this fucking confusion," he explained wistfully. 


"I hear you," Rob chuckled. "A buzz would be welcomed right about now." 


"Look," James continued. "The four of us are in the same year. And lim assuming you're for the couples vote." 


"Yep." Rob answered. "That we know is true." 


"Ok, then! What do you say we hook up and find our way back together? Four heads are better than two. 


Although.." James made a motion to Rob. "Can | talk to you over here for a sec?" 


"Sure." He looked at Kirk. "Don't move. Stay with Lars. We're just going over there." 


"Don't be long,” Kirk said as he moved to stand next to the Dane. 


"Look, Rob," James began quietly but he was deadly serious. "This is about as fucked as it gets. And Lars isn't 
dealing with this very well and by the looks of him, neither is Kirk" 


"Got that right," Rob agreed. "Kirk's about to snap. | gotta do something. What do you propose?" 


James took a deep breath. "We might be the wrong four but | don't give a fuck. Let's declare ourselves the 
right four and get the hell out of Dodge. What do you say?" 


| say that | like your plan. Let's do it! But after we're settled, I'd like to do one more thing. Will probably need 
your help.” 


"Sure, man" James agreed. "What do you have in mind?" 


| want us To find the woman who called this election in the first place, pay her a visit and demand that she 


cease and desist." 


"How do you know it was a woman?" 


Rob snorted. "Tell me you've never heard of fan fiction. Fucking with our minds, relationships and anything else 


they can get their hot hands on" 


"Oh yeah. Those people." James smiled. It was reminiscent of one of the evil James faces. "Yeah, they've gotten 
all of us. Maybe it's time for some mayhem of our own" He nodded. "Seek and destroy perhaps?" 


Rob laughed. And James joined in. 


